THE  EVIDENCE   OF  THE   POEMS
When Phoebus from his bed
Of Thetis doth arise,
The morning blushing red
In fair carnation wise,
He shows in my Nymph's face
As Queen of every grace.
This pleasant Lily white
This taint of roseate red
This Cynthia's silver light
This sweet fair Dea spread;
These sunbeams in mine eye.
These beauties make me die.
He also compares the following:
The Rejected Lover
By de Vere
And let her feel the power of all your might,
And let her have her most desire with speed,
And let her pine away both day and night,
And let her moan and none lament her need,
And let all those that shall her see
Despise her state and pity me.
Lucrece.   Stanza 141
Let him have time to tear his curled hair,
Let him have time against himself to rave,
Let him have time of Time's help to despair.
Let him have time to live a loathed slave,
Let him have time a beggar's orts to crave,
And time to see one that by alms doth live
Disdain to him disdained scraps to give.